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Summary:
Leyley is sick, not just mentally but also physically, this is a currently known fact to everyone around her, but as Mom refuses to do anything for her daughter, Andy is forced to step in, and take care of his little sister himself, later on, when they are more grown up, Ashley returns the favor.

Chapter 1: Get Out Of Class Free Card
Summary:
Mom never picks up the teacher's calls, but Andy always does.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Leyley had told their mom she was sick, multiple times actually, during multiple days, but Mom had done little more than nod her head, and refuse Leyley whenever she asked to skip class, and stay home.

So now, Leyley was suffering from her current predicament. 

Ashley's fever had gotten worse during classes today, she was doubled over on her shared desk, both arms crossed underneath her head. She thought her head was about to split open and kill her. 

Julia, with her pretty little freckles, and ever so shy, and worried expression, had to raise her hand to show their teacher Ashley's bleeding nose. 

Ashley hated it, but she allowed Julia to take out her cutesy, silky, little handkerchief, with all those lemons, and yellow rabbits on it. 

Julia grabbed her hair, and pushed Leyley’s head back to clean away her blood, and to get it to stop dripping all over their shared desk.

Once their teacher finally paid them attention and approached them, she carefully placed her hand on Ashley's forehead. They all decided to ignore the way Ashley winced away from her teacher’s attentive touch, like she was a stray cat that wasn't used to such human niceties.

Their teacher sighed before removing her hand “Well, Ms. Ashley, you are going to have to accompany me to the office-”

“But I didn't even do anything this time!” Leyley immediately yelled back, not letting the teacher finish her sentence.

Their teacher winced, Julia laughed nervously in the background, Ashley's pout grew, nowadays, even just Julia's voice was too much for Ashley to tolerate. 

“I'm taking you to the office to call your parents Ms.Ashley.” 

“But-!”

The teacher kept going, talking over her “Because your illness has been very bad this past week, don't think your professors don't notice you” She waited for a pause, seeing if Ashley had anything to say about that. Ashley kept quiet.

“So,” The teacher continued, “I'm taking you to call your mother, we will tell her to take you back home, and get you revised by a doctor.”

Ashley didn't bulge from her seat “Don't bother. She's not coming” Ashley spat out her words, like her breakfast’s rotten milk on her tongue. 

The teacher sighed, something told Leyley she didn't exactly disagree with her statement about her mother “I'm sorry Ms. Ashley, but I can't have you inside the classroom under these conditions” But at the end, everything the teacher did was turn around, and wait for Ashley to follow after her.

Julia directed Ashley another one of her nervous grins, God how they got on her nerves.

“I can accompany you too to the office if you like” Julia always had that soft high pitched tone about her, like the blandest lemon pie in the whole world, one that Ashley just couldn't stand.

Couldn't stand her smile, couldn't stand the way her brother would smile at her sometimes. Couldn't stand it at all.

“Of course! Not! You-!”

“That would be lovely, Julia, please do” The teacher left them no other options.

They walked to the office. 

 

 

Ashley grabbed the phone their school’s secretary passed her.

She finished typing out the digits, and as it was expected, her mother’s landline just didn't pick on. 

Leyley sighed, she felt a million kilos heavier.  

By her side, Julia had her head leaned to the right, like a puppy expecting something, like a bitch looking to catch herself a bone. Leyley wondered just when had she gotten so angry. 

“So, is that it?” Ashley asked her teacher, eyes half-lidded and bored.

“You can't stay here like this, Ashley” Ashley didn't like it when their teacher dropped the ‘Ms’ title all of a sudden “I will just call Ms.Graves myself.”

Ashley failed to see how that would change anything, but she had long since learnt the world of grown-up’s didn't function in any way she could truly understand, granted, not like she could really understand the world of people her age either. 

So, it was all pretty much the same. 

The teacher asked the secretary for something, she grabbed a different phone, and typed out the number, Leyley was ready to scream at her teacher that she was right, and then run away, until, miraculously, somebody actually picked up from the other side.

Ashley knew, by all logics, it had to be her mother, and yet, she couldn't imagine her mom ever answering. Her eyes felt like they were burning. 

The teacher repeated to Ashley's mom everything she had already said to her, it was very odd to hear the name Ms.Graves, somehow, it felt entirely foreign to her. 

Leyley heard a sigh, a cramped growl from the other side, and then, the familiar beep beep, yeah, that was way more like the mother Leyley always knew.

The one who had refused to buy a fourth chair her whole life.

Their teacher turned to her “Your older brother, Andrew? Will be here to pick you up soon enough, even though he should be at school too” The teacher shook her head, like shaking the thoughts away from herself “Ashley, wait here. Julia, stay here and wait with her.”

Without missing a beat, the teacher left, and the secretary went behind her as well.

Leyley allowed herself to drop to the floor, crossing her arms, and chewing out the words “I don't need to be babysat, you know.”

“It’s okay, Ashley” Julia sat down, properly, beside her, sitting on top of both of her knees. Ashley didn't get how people could simply be okay with doing that “Let’s just wait for Andrew, alright?”

Ashley bit the inside of her cheek so hard it bled. 

Leyley hated it. 

Leyley hated it so bad. Leyley hated the light blush on Julia’s cheeks whenever she thought about Andy. Leyley hated that strange light that shone through Julia’s eyes whenever Andy looked at her. Leyley hated how little interested floozies like Julia and Nina kept approaching her just to try to steal her brother away from her. 

 

She hated them. She hated them. She hated them. She hated them. She hated them. 

 

She wished they would all just die already.

“He's coming for me! Not for you!” The scream suddenly broke out of her mouth. 

Ashley felt herself growling, and reverbating, like an earthquake rupturing through the core of the Earth. 

Julia openly stared at her for a second, and Ashley had the most terrible feeling, like she was just a mirage on a droplet of water, something Julia could easily dismiss.

The next moment, Julia sighed, looking forward “Of course, Ashley. I never said he wasn't.”

Leyley hated the way she could never get Julia to scream back. Silently, she promised herself she would, someday, before she could lose the only thing she had to her name. 

“You would have to be stupid to think he was coming for you!” 

The cries kept pouring out of Leyley’s mouth, it reminded her of that one time she had forgotten to fully close the sink tape. How the water had just run down, unstoppable, flooding their bathroom, and their living room, staining their wooden floors, making them look darker, in some ways. 

“Aja, Ashley, I see that.”

Julia wasn't even looking at her anymore. The sink of Leyley’s words didn't stop.

Time passed before she could realize it. 

Leyley wondered if Julia did realize it. She hoped she did, that time around her felt like a drag, too heavy to carry, a crux not worth bearing. Ashley wanted Julia to run far away from her, and her brother’s lives, and to never come back. 

They heard a thump against the door, and there he was, the best best best best thing ever.

Leyley’s older brother, Andy, with his face flushed, doubled over, both hands on top of his knees, struggling to breathe.

Leyley was sure he always looked at her first, that amongst any crowd, he would always pinpoint her first, know her in life, in the womb, and in the grave, and yet, why did she feel like he was looking at that floozy of Julia instead. 

“Why are you yelling so fucking loud!?” Andy's voice pulled her out of her spiraling “Fucking hell, Ashley! I thought something was actually happening to you!”

He approached her, fumbling to the floor in front of her, both of his hands heavy, and real, on top of her shoulders. 

Ashley could feel them digging into her sharp clavicles. 

Leyley found the only times she didn't feel like a ghost were when her brother was touching her. 

She blinked, and immediately screamed back “Something is happening to me! Andy! I'm gonna die!” 

Andy sighed, pulling away from her a bit, Leyley made sure to keep both of her hands still on him, even when he turned to the side, and with a slight nod his head, moving his bangs out of his eyes, greeted Julia.

“Hey.”

“...Hi” Ashley didn't miss the way Julia retracted onto herself, both of her thin hands hugging her arms, a light pink blush on her face, when Julia lowered her head like that, her bangs always covered one of her eyes.

Ashley kicked forwards like one of her nerves had gotten hit “Andy! Me! Your little sister is dying! Don't get distracted!”

“I'm not!” He yelled, kicking her back. Julia watched them with an amused smile, Andrew could only sigh “Here.” He muttered under his breath, placing his hands on Ashley's forehead.

Leyley found it hard to maintain visual contact, but she forced herself to, she could feel her face burning with a greater flush. 

“Yikes, Leyley, you are boiling” He withdrew his hand from her skin, she caught how his eyes fixated on it, like he was seeking for her deceased cells on his palm.  

“I told you so, Andy!” She crossed her arms, pouting “...I told mom too” She admitted quietly, it was embarrassing to say it out loud, she didn't like the implication of it all. 

“I know, I know” His hands naturally found their spot on her hair, petting her gently “I tried telling her too, but you know how she is” Andrew looked to the side, a grimace on his face. 

Leyley knew their mom liked Andy better, but she also knew Andy disliked their mom as much as she did. 

It was a good thing to know.

“Yeah, we all know how she is.”

“Don't grind your teeth, they are gonna fall off.”

“How many of your teeth have fallen off, Andy.”

He opened up his mouth, and pointed to the metal tooth on the back of his mouth.

Ashley snorted before fully laughing. Andrew smiled at her before standing up, offering her his hand. She took it all at once, stumbling a little, she could have sworn she was seeing TV static behind her eyes. 

Ashley had been sick long enough to be used to it, simultaneously, that didn't mean the sickness wasn't there. 

“Let’s get out of this depressing-ass school already, Leyley.”

“Hey, the reason I'm stuck here is because this was your school!”

“And I already served my prison time here, Ashley” She squeezed his hand, and he squeezed her back.

“Oh, you are leaving already?” Julia’s soft voice called them from somewhere deep behind them. 

They were already walking towards the door when Ashley was painfully reminded of that little hussie's existence. With the soft timbre of her voice, like a canary in a coal mine. 

Ashley had the feeling Julia definitely shouldn't be there, and yet, where else would she be if not there.

Julia, who always looked so small, with her back against the moldy grey wall. 

“Oh, yeah” Andrew replied, one of his hands nervously coming up to rest behind his neck “Ashley needs to rest for a while.” 

Andrew always did this thing that Ashley couldn't understand, he plainly lied to people, he lied as naturally as he breathed, he could just say words, without preparing or pre-planning, the words, and explanations, and introductions, and everything else, it all simply spilled out of his mouth, like second nature.

Leyley could never be like that, always too brash, and brutish, and hellish. 

Her lies were utilitarian, not even a real mask.

She looked at her brother’s face, how his lips kept moving. 

She couldn't keep up with whatever justification for their existence he was currently giving. Even when nobody was asking, Andrew always felt the need to give so many explanations to the world.

It bothered Leyley. 

“Thank you for taking care of Ashley, Julia” She caught Andrew saying, the hand holding her own pressed down harder, like giving her a preventative warning “Would you like to walk back home with us?”

Leyley’s eyes shot wide open “Wha-!?”

Julia answered like Ashley couldn't hear her, and with that lovestruck, starstruck, expression in her eyes, Ashley would believe it if Julia really couldn't hear her at all. 

“Really? But we still have classes, technically” Julia said.

God, the slut looked like she was two seconds away from letting her tongue roll down her lips, and drooling all over Andy's shoes.

“Skip them” Andrew smiled at Julia, with that bored smirk of his “Really, I already went here. Nobody cares.”

Ashley saw Julia pretending to think about it for a second, before nodding, both hands almost closed in fists in front of her chest, like she was embarking on some grand quest, like she would ever get either one of them.

“I wanna skip” Julia whispered it, in a mischievous timbre, like anybody was going to care if she didn't show up to English class one time.  

“Good. Now we are all skipping” Andrew declared, and they all stepped out of the office finally. 

 

 

The next moments passed Ashley by, like a bright red light, she felt nauseous, and she couldn't tell if it was the illness, or the way Andrew walked closer to Julia, than he did to her.

It was nothing new, Andrew wouldn't let go of Ashley's hand, but she still felt like she was walking behind them, even back with Nina, it had felt this way, like the whole world was a school hallway, one that she was always too big to fit through, and go together with the rest.

The other people were privy to some special social code that she hadn't gotten at birth. It was hard not to get angry, not to get mean, like a dog that had been tied up with a leash its whole life. 

Ashley heard Julia asking Andrew if he didn't have classes (Which, obviously he did, how dumb do you have to be, clearly he abandoned them for his sister, the only proper answer to your sister needing your help, duh.)

And Andrew answering her dumb questions, with his ever-so saccharine-sweet tone of voice, with his ever-so present smirk.

Ashley caught him, very craftily avoiding to mention that their mother had been aware that Ashley was sick for days now, and how she had sent him to pick Ashley up, because their mom refused to move a finger on behalf of her daughter’s life. 

How it had always been like that.

Womb to grave, yeah, something like that.

Ashley could taste blood, coating her tongue, coating her canines. 

She hadn't stopped biting the whole time.

Eventually, they made it back to the Graves’ shitty and grey little apartment, how Ashley hated it. 

The grayness of all things.

The only things that weren't grey in the world were her brother’s eyes, the only things she actually liked looking at. 

“Do you need me to walk you back to your house?” Andrew offered Julia because, of course, he was such a gentleman always, wasn't he.

Ashley pursed her lips, she tugged on his hand, and let herself fall against his chest, her head pressed against his shoulders.

“Andy” She whispered sickly into his ear “I am going to throw up.”

Andrew pushed her away from him in one swift shove “Don't you fucking dare!” 

Andrew grabbed her, and rushed her up the stairs “Sorry, Julia, goodbye” He rushed the words out, forcing Ashley to run all the way to their apartment, or at least, all the way to the nearest plant, or widow.  

“It’s okay” From the bottom of the stairs, Julia did her best impression of a scream “See you later, Andrew” She lightly waved, but Andrew didn't even turn back to look at her.

Ashley smiled, that did help with her nausea a good bit.



Chapter 2: Feeding Chicken Soup To The Tar Soul
Summary:
Andy makes sure Leyley isn't ingesting medicine on an empty stomach.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
They made it to the apartment, Andrew fumbling with his keys, his hands trembling like a nervous animal “Just throw up in the weird neighbor’s plants, Ashley.”

“It's okay, Andy” Ashley answered, a grin on her face, and her eyes almost closed beneath her eyelashes “I swallowed the vomit down!”

“Seriously?” He looked her up and down, his face stuck in a grossed out wry “No way, right?” She didn't deny it, nor confirm it, Ashley just keep nodding up and down, with her smile intact “Leyley, you are so fucking gross.”

Leyley said “Aww, but you love me, Andy.” 

Andrew only shook his head, now with far more calmness, finding the keys to their apartment. 

Andy didn't deny it. 

“Just get inside already” He opened up their door, and Ashley stepped inside.

Ashley hated the place whenever her parents were around, she hated how she could feel the oppressing force of her mother’s aura permeating every wall, her mom was the ghost in the kitchen, and the termites underneath the floorboards. 

Her mother was the image standing behind the mirror.

Ashley hated how her mother was everywhere except with her. 

But when it was just her and Andy, it was home. 

She felt less haunted, and more haunting, less like a lonely thing, and more like a company. 

When Andrew walked into the apartment, Ashley was loved, when Andrew walked into the hospital, the day of her birth, that was the first time in her whole life, that Ashley had been loved. 

Ashley had never known any other sort of love, at some point, she realized she didn't want any other kind of love. 

She liked him. It was as easy as that. Ashley's gaze was lost on him.

“What are you staring at?” Andrew said.

He was placing his keys on their tiny dining table, with three chairs instead of four, because her mother had never seen any point in buying another one, and her father seemed unable to see anything at all.

“I love you, Andy” The words poured out of her mouth, as easily as the insidious remarks did, but only for him, only ever for him. 

Leyley loved seeing how Andrew's breath would hitch up in his throat, and he would choke momentarily on air, those tiny blush lines forming underneath his eyes. He really was the best thing ever.

Her big brother was the very best thing in the whole world.

“Go lay down, Leyley” Andrew came up to her, his cold hands grazing her head, coming up to play with her tiny ponytail. Ashley had begun wearing it when she had realized he liked it, it was invigorating whenever he praised her “God, you are still so hot.”

Ashley couldn't help laughing at his worried expression “Ewww, you think your little sister is hot, Andy!? You are a perv!” She yelled up, in a fake high-pitched voice.

“Shut up, you bitch, get to your bed!” 

Andrew immediately backed away from her, like the mere touch of her skin would incinerate him away, all clenched teeth, and wild eyes. Ashley felt like she had just kicked a puppy somehow, a puppy that could raise on its two back legs, and eat her face off, but a puppy, nonetheless.

She didn't exactly mind that so much.

“Don't clench your teeth, Andy, they are gonna fall off. Oh, wait, they already did” She reminded him in a sing-song tone, as she ran to their room. 

 

 

She allowed herself to finally collapse upon his bed. 

The whole place smelled like him, it was comforting, like cascaded leaves during fall. 

Ashley grabbed Andrew's pillow and smelled it, leaving it resting on top of her head. Just a faceless body, lunging around the place. 

She didn't know how long she stayed like that, somewhere in the back of her mind, Ashley could feel the presence of her older brother moving around the kitchen, she could smell something he was preparing, but Ashley didn't move until breathing underneath the pillow got too difficult. 

“Andy!” She screamed from under the pillow, fumbling to get it off her face. Ashley began to hate it when things around the house smelled more like her, than like him.

“What is it!?” Ashley heard the rapid thumping of Andy's bare feet on their floorboards. 

“Ah, I think I'm bleeding again” Ashley reached up to her nose, indeed, her fingers came out bloody.

Ashley always found it curious, her blood was darker than the blood of her family members, maybe that's why mom didn't like her, maybe, she thought Ashley wasn't actually her daughter, if they couldn't even share blood, what could they actually share.  

Andrew stared at her worried “Let me go get some paper” He hurried to their bathroom. He came back, toilet paper in hand, he looked at her apologetically “...We don't have any tissues. Sorry, Leyley.”

“It’s…” What could she even do? Complain about their mother for the millionth time “Whatever, just make it stop, Andrew.”

Andy nodded, carefully grabbing her ponytail, to push her head back. 

Andrew grazed Ashley's nose, with the sharp, and sandy-feeling toilet paper, that they all hated, but still utilized, plainly, because it was cheaper than the actual good stuff. 

Ashley saw the paper coming out bloody, nothing like Julia’s nice little girly handkerchiefs. 

After a bit, when the bleeding seemed to have ceased, Andrew smiled at her “Say… who gave you permission to come infest my bed and bleed all over my pillows, Leyley?”

“I'm your blood sister! It’s my born with right of bleeding all over your stuff” Ashley smiled back.

“Hey, you could have, almost, not been my only sister, remember?”

Ashley winced, yup, she did remember “I'm so glad that bitch miscarried,” She told Andrew.

“Yeah, I would not have been able to cope with another one of you creatures in this one apartment.”

“Aww, My caring and loving older brother, Andy. What games should I play with him now that he's stuck here with me?” Leyley asked, that dangerous glint of a threat underneath her cutesy words.

“Bold words from somebody who’s going to be under my care for a whole week, Ashley.”

“A whole week?” She asked, tilting her head to the right. 

“You have been sick for approximately a week already, so it’s going to take a long while for you to get better, and until then” Andrew smiled mischievously, swiftly reaching over for the bloody pillow, before, softly smacking it against her face.

“Ahh!” Ashley dramatically gasped as her back hit the mattress once more “Betrayed by my own flesh and blood, how could you! Brother of Mine?”

“O, this is hire and salary, not revenge, and treachery, dear sister of mines.”

Andrew looked at her for a bit, before standing up from the bed 

Ashley said “You are such a nerd, Andy” She watched him from the corner of her eyes.

“And you are gonna get your ass kicked one of these days, Leyley” She showed him her tongue and Andrew gave her the finger.

“Rude,” Ashley rolled her eyes with fondness.

“After all you learned from the best, Ashley” Andrew took a bow in front of her “Now, stay down, you are gonna be eating chicken soup all day.”

“Nooo, that's a fate worse than death!” But Andrew was already walking off towards the kitchen.

Soon after, he came back with a big bowl of steaming hot chicken soup. Ashley always told Andrew his cooking sucked. That wasn't true at all, but Andrew didn't need to know that from her. 

She already inflated his ego more than often enough with everything else, Ashley thought.

Maybe, Ashley questioned upon further reflection;

Their mom liked Andrew better because he had actually inherited her gift for the kitchen, unlike Ashley, who managed to burn even water, no matter how hard she tried, so maybe, their blood was the same colour, and Andrew was good at cooking, so that made him more of her son, instead of Ashley, who barely qualified as a daughter. 

Maybe.

On his other hand, Andrew was carrying a bunch of pills and a spoon. 

He passed the spoon through the soup, gently blowing on it before offering it to her “These medicines are gonna mess your stomach up, so I need you to eat something first, Ashley.”

“Geez, such a worrywart” Ashley teased, but she still sat up properly, and with a “Ahh, here comes the airplane” She opened up her mouth, and accepted the food. It was still scorching hot, and she loved it, it was her favourite food ever.

“Don't force yourself so hard” Andrew said, mocking her lightly.

“It's a gift. Gotta eat it all” Ashley swallowed down, once, between words “Even if your cooking tastes like battery acid.”

“Still better than yours!” He grinned at her.

Eventually, Andrew got lost in the task of feeding Ashley, the repetitive motion of his wrists and his lips, even after the soup had actually cooled down. 

Andrew made sure his little sister downed all of it, before moving onto the pills. 

“Want me to go get you water, or are you gonna be a big girl about this, Leyley?” He shook the pills in front of her, like they were keys. 

“I'm a big tough girl, Andy, let me at them” Leyley extended her hand, and he let them drop onto her palm.

Ashley took in a deep breath, before she started swallowing them down one by one, with only her saliva.

She liked feeling Andrew's eyes on her as she did, it made her feel proud of herself, whatever it was, if Andrew was looking at her as she did it, it automatically meant the whole world for Ashley. 

Once she was done they both heard her stomach rumbling. 

Ashley closed her eyes slightly, as her hands went down, pressing forcefully on her abdomen, as if she needed to hold up her guts inside her belly, all by herself. 

“How are we feeling, Ashley?” Andrew sometimes had this bad habit, he spoke in ‘We’s’ like he came with others attached to his back, which in reality, he did.

“...Sleepy” Ashley allowed her body weight to collide against the bed.

“Yeah, that makes sense” Andrew looked down at her, searching for a lock of her hair to twirl around his finger “Sweet dreams, Leyley” He whispered gently to Ashley, and just like when she was a little little girl, she was out like a light.



Chapter 3: Shoplifting Raising Your Little Sister and Other Fun Practical Hobbies
Summary:
Andrew has some time to himself to actually think on his own for once.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew felt anxious, and worried, over letting Ashley alone inside their apartment while sick, but she was supposed to be safe, and he didn't want her to just be stuck, and bored, inside their house, during the week it was going to take for her to get better.

So this was the second best option. 

He grabbed his keys, and emptied out his school bag, notebooks and old literature books falling, and cluttering their apartment’s ugly rug.

Andrew threw one of his hoodies inside it to pad it out, then he walked out of the apartment, and into their street.

He knew he should technically feel guilty, or at least nervous over what he was doing, but Andrew didn't.

It wasn't his fault their mother hated them, and didn't even want to spend money on Ashley's medicines, couldn't really expect him to have enough money to afford it on his own either, so here he was instead, getting into the habit of robbing random shit. 

He had now already shoplifted from the pharmacy, which Andrew was pretty sure was morally worse, or something, than what he was planning to shoplift now, but he was doing it for his little sister. 

That's what mattered the most. 

Andrew knew he should be able to say he felt his heart quicken up, or that he felt himself getting dizzy, and his respiration becoming ragged.

And he was able to say it, of course, he could say he felt highly strung, and even regretful, but he knew that simply saying it, wouldn't make it true.

So there really wasn't much of the vivence for him to retell, he went in, he shoplifted from the store, he made sure to not get caught, and he ran away, and that was kinda it.

It wasn't the first time he did it, or anything like that either, skipping around, shoplifting, lock picking, lying to his parents, and teachers, and everybody else, it was all a pretty common occurrence. 

Pretty damn trivial. 

Andrew didn't feel much more, and he honestly didn't care much more.

It was all so dreadfully boring and muted. Irrelevant. 

As long as Andy didn't get caught, and Ashley was fine, that was everything that really mattered to him.

But regardless of that, to pretend like other things mattered, was very important.

Social death is an equivalent to physical death, after all, Andrew knew that from watching Leyley’s whole life.

So Andrew pretended, and he lied, and got good at it.  

Even so, that only meant Andrew's emotions were perpetually diluted, unless, obviously, Ashley was around him, and then, it was like the whole world was exploding in colours and dangers, all at the same time, all of the time. 

Andrew quickened his peace to their local rental spot, which he was pretty sure none of the Graves Family Members would be allowed to set foot in, pretty damn soon. 

(Andrew still cringed, remembering his mother yelling at random staff members everywhere they went.)

He entered as inconspicuously as he could, it wasn't really hard, Andrew didn't really care, he just knew he had to look like he cared, it was an odd feeling, being so contrarian to oneself.

Now at the store: 

Andrew was conscious that Ashley didn't care much for most media, she wasn't a bookworm by any means, God forbid, she didn't like watching TV all that much, she liked to draw, and read comics, sometimes, but something Andrew knew she enjoyed for certain was slashers movies. 

He didn't really have a taste for them, and Andrew did wonder if Ashley would like them at all if their mom hadn't forbidden her from watching them, but she liked them present time, and that was good enough. 

So he masterfully made sure to not get caught shamelessly stealing, and shoving bad scary movies into his old school backpack, but honestly.

With the way the bored, older-looking, cashier girl, stared at him as he left, his hands still grappling with the contents of his backpack, Andrew didn't really think she would have cared enough to tell him off, even if she had seen him. 

He honestly just didn't think you could pay anybody enough to care for that.

Andrew's original ideas had been to quickly finish that, and then run back home, but he was easily distracted. 

Plus, it was difficult to not stare at the obnoxiously bright, green bunny sitting on the other side of the new and shiny plushies store that had just opened in the centre of their street.

The object so carefully placed so as to not fall off the show counter.

And well, Ashley was always saying how green was her favorite colour.

And she did seem pretty jealous of Julia’s seemingly never-ending supply of bunny-related merchandise.

And really, it would do some good to this, seemingly, too naive for their own good, new shop owner, to know what kind of street they had decided to move their business into. 

So that was a pretty good list of reasons, right?

And his sister was genuinely ill right now, so...

Andrew hurried into the store.

It was a rather stupid move to grab the thing, sitting loud and proud, right in the middle of the showcase shelf, and shove it into his bag.

Andrew hated doing stupid stuff like that.

And yet, the store was pretty barren. The owner somewhere in the background absentmindedly reading a book.

Andrew was really close to the door either way, and if he grabbed it right now, he already had another gift he could give Ashley for her birthday later.

Two birds with one stone. Something slightly smarter.

Andrew pulled the bright green bunny by his lanky stuffed legs, and immediately after, dashed outside.

Andrew shoved it into his backpack without stopping in his tracks. 

He was pretty out of breath once he finally allowed himself to stop in front of their apartment building’s entrance. Andrew climbed up the stairs, while trying to regain his breath.

Once he was in front of their door, Andrew took out his keys, and entered. 

He tried not to make too much noise, in case Leyley was still asleep, though, it's not like she had all that many issues sleeping, ill out of her mind, or not. 

Slowly, Andrew placed the backpack down on the table, he took out the movies he had shoplifted, together with the bunny. 

He decided to move the movies next to the TV, leaving them laying around all the other rentals that his family never gave back. 

Andrew only took the bunny, and the movie that he knew Ashley was going to like the most. 

He walked back into their shared room.

Ashley looked so peaceful when resting around on his bed, Andrew’s one wish was that she could look like that more often. 

Slowly, he sat by her side, leaving the stuff by her feet in the bed, she was hugging the same bloodied pillow to her face, he moved one of her dark bangs away from her eyes, and slowly but surely, Ashley began to wake. 

“Andy” Leyley reached out for his hand, drowsiness dripping from her lips “How long was I out?”

“Probably a few hours” Andy responded back, his voice quiet, like any sudden movement or loud noise, would break away this precious moment.

Leyley said “I'm still tired” Andrew touched his little sister’s forehead.

“Your fever went down, but you are still sick, Leyley, you should rest more” Andrew couldn't help it when the parental tone came out of him, 

He had basically raised her on his own, it came naturally to him, even when it should not.

Ashley pouted, grunting softly under her breath “Stay with me, Andy” Her strength was almost nonexistent as she tried to cling to his arm, either way, it’s not like Andrew would move away from her touch “I only wanna be with you, Andrew.”

Andrew felt his eye twitching.

He did not like the nickname ‘ Andy’, but Leyley was sick, and their parents were not cooperating, mom didn't care, and dad was nonexistent, so Andrew was letting her get away with it, he could tell it made her feel better, even when it felt like his brain was going to split open each time he heard it.

The whiplash from her calling him Andy, to then calling him Andrew though, that was stressing in its own right too.

“I'm right here, Leyley” Andrew hugged her.

Another thing that wasn't smart, but somehow, another thing he didn't exactly hate doing.

It was all for his little sister’s sake, so how could he deny it, even when he felt his heart beating too loudly, and heavily. 

He wondered for a second, if Leyley was getting him sick too, and giving him heart palpitations.

Andrew decided to ignore the mental implications of that. 

“I'm not going anywhere” He reassured her. 

Ashley didn't let go of him. 

She closed and opened her eyes slowly, like she was seconds away from passing out again each time she did it. Andrew waited for her. 

Eventually, Ashley's eyes drifted off to the stuff thrown at her feet. 

Andrew didn't want to bother bringing it up, until Ashley had realized it on her own. 

“What’s that?” She sounded tired, but the excitement in her voice was unmistakable. 

Andrew was sure Ashley would have lunged herself to the bottom of the bed, and grabbed the bunny with her teeth, if she had had enough energy for it. 

Andrew listlessly answered “A get better soon gift” Andrew let go of Ashley to pick up the things he had stolen for her.

Ashley's maniacally happy expression was to die for.

Andrew soon found out, his sister's personality was enough to get addicted off of. 

He thought Andrew hadn't felt as alive as he had, the second he got to watch Ashley's whole, sickly white, and tired face, lit up at the sight of that bright green bunny.

Not in a very long while, anyway. 

“Gimme!” Leyley screamed out, her voice peaking and breaking.

Andrew couldn't help but laugh at her. Ashley had started getting her first voice cracks not that long ago, and they didn't seem to be going anywhere any time soon.

“Aww, aren't you such a sweetheart, Leyley” Ashley rolled her eyes at him. 

Nevertheless, Andrew reached over to grant her the green bunny with a self-satisfied smile on his face. 

Ashley's eyes still had those deep, and dark, purple eyebags engulfing them, she looked bruised, and Andrew was pretty sure her fever would flare up again soon enough. 

He would probably have to force her into the shower to get some warm water on her body, in case they ran out of medicines. Showering with his little sister at this age, it wasn't exactly something Andrew enjoyed thinking about, or visualizing in his mind. 

But even so, Leyley looked happy, cradling the green bunny close to her chest, right underneath her chin, droplets of her cold sweat falling on top of its little black button eyes.

Ashley was hugging it to herself, like it was the very best thing ever.

Andrew was pretty sure, that for some reason he could never understand, that damned thing probably was the best thing ever in Ashley's eyes.

Ashley laughed softly under her breath, an airy and pastel sound. 

“You love me. You gotta love me, Andy. You have to, Andy. You have to stay with me. Because I'm your little sister, and I'm always going to be.”

Andrew twirled her hair around his fingers, three times in, two times out.

“You should go back to sleep, Leyley.”

“No!” Ashley grabbed Andrew's arm, pressing it against her chest, letting her weight fall against him “I wanna watch the movies!”

“You sure you aren't gonna bleed and throw up all over our couch?” Andrew felt Ashley's warm skin against him, only the layer of black fabric standing between them. 

“I will!” Ashley said a mischievous smirk taking over her face “And then! We will make mom clean it up for us!”

“I didn't know you still had so much faith in our progenitor” Andrew faked a surprised expression, but his eyes remained the exact same.

“I'm sure she hasn't gotten that weird disease, where your hands fall off when you pick up a broom yet, sooo” Ashley shrugged.

Andrew thought about it for a moment, could they actually get away with that? 

“I don't even think she’s coming back here tonight, Ashley” Andrew knew his younger sister had developed this habit over the years, he would mention their mother, and her expression would immediately break. 

Ashley would purse her lips, grinding her teeth behind her lips, she would give a quick roll of the eyes, before instantly dismissing the subject. 

Andrew couldn't much blame her for it, because, truth to be told, he remembered their mother doing much the same thing, since before Ashley herself had memory. 

Ashley rolled her eyes, before extending her hand upwards, cupping Andrew's cheek with her cold palm “So, we have the house all for ourselves tonight?”

That should not have made Andrew's heart palpitate like it did.

“...Aja” He hesitantly nodded. 

“So~” Ashley shifted on the bed, close enough to whisper into his ear. 

Andrew gulped down, trying to prepare himself for, whatever thing, Leyley was about to ask, out of him, this time 

“Let’s watch scary movies all night!” Ashley screamed, excitedly throwing both her arms in the air. Her lips were slightly open, letting Andrew see her white teeth. 

Ashley's eyes shone with a mean and auroral glint, special, all of their own. 

Andrew sighed out in relief. 

Andrew couldn't miss the little blush lines all around his little sister’s eyes, even if he had tried.

Even if he had wanted to try. 

Andrew breathed in.

Finally, Andrew spoke again “And I'm guessing you aren't going to walk yourself to the couch, are you, Ashley?” He asked her, bemused, a part of his heart, deeply relieved. 

“How could I?” Ashley's voice got far away from his ear, as she dramatically crashed herself against his bed “I'm the sick little patient, and you are the nurse, of course I can't get up, Andy.”

Andrew closed his eyes, his right hand coming up to his forehead “Ashley, I swear to-”

“Carry me, Andy!” Ashley screamed out her plea, raising all her limbs, her hands opening and closing, like she was beckoning a stray cat over to her. Maybe, Ashley thought she was “Carry me like when we were little, Andy.”

There Leyley was, with her flappy little hands, her thin legs kicking up and down.

And that's really all it took with him. 

Andrew always hated how easily he bent down to her will.

He just didn't want to make her sad, and he knew the only way of not making Ashley sad, was letting her get her way all the time. 

“I hate you.”

“You love me!”

And he picked her up like when they were kids. 

Andy reached for her, both of his hands grazing Ashley's tiny waist, grabbing at the gray sheets underneath her, like pawning at sand.

Andrew held her up.

Ashley squealed, holding onto her favorite movie, while making sure to keep her green bunny safe and sound, right against her chest, and between her hands.

Leyley allowed her head to rest against her older brother’s cold skin, she could see his blue veins, and distinguish the shape of Andrew's bones underneath the muscle. 

Ashley loved looking at him, finding more details to sink her fangs into each time. 

For example, now Andrew had two more moles dancing around his neck, that Ashley knew for a fact, hadn't been there last week. 

The first time in the world, that Ashley had felt like she fitted in, was the first time Andrew had cradled her.

Familiar.

Exactly like how Andrew was cradling her right now, letting her hide away from the rest of the Earth, safely sheltered away inside the crook of his neck.

Ashley was already getting sleepy again. 

She could see Andrew talking above her, as he took them from one tiny room to the other, she could feel him talking as well, the vibrations of his vocal cords going up from his chest,  and moving alongside his Adam’s apple. 

But from there, to actually figuring out what he was telling her, that part was getting more and more complicated by the second. 

In spite of that, Ashley would be damned if she was actually going to miss this moment with her brother. Ashley forced her eyes to remain open.  

She thought Andrew had caught her slipping, with the way she felt him chuckling against her. 

It made her smile too.

At some point, they were sitting on the couch, and on the next, she was laying across Andrew's lap, her head comfortably tucked against him, his fingers, home-like, playing with the edges of her black hair.

Ashley had always liked how much she and Andrew resembled each other. 

It was about the only thing she actually liked about her appearance, everything else, was just a body for other people to gawk at and pick at.

Ashley thought, if it were up to her, she wouldn't eat anymore, she wouldn't eat, or shower.

Ashley would simply lay across the floor, and never get up again. 

Become pure skin and bones, and ultimately, a food source for the fungi always growing all around her, and that would be it. If it were only up to herself, that would be fine.

But, it wasn't.

It was also for her brother, for her Andy. 

And Ashley did love all the ways their pale cold skin resembled one another, all the ways their straight, heavy, black hair behaved the same, all the way their canines bit into the exact same pieces of flesh, and all the ways, even their different coloured blood, tasted the exact same.  

Leyley sighed.

Her favorite movie was at the scene where all the annoying, popular whores died, and all the fake, watery blood started spraying all around the movie set.

It was her favorite, because blatantly, Ashley loved doing all the things her mother didn't want her doing. 

Even when mom watched her, even more so, when mom wasn't watching her. 

Not like mom was ever watching her.

Mom only glanced at Andy, only ever looked at dad, it's like she ran out of eyes when it got to Leyley’s turn, that's okay, Leyley just wouldn't look at mom either then. 

Ashley had no motives left to look at her mother for, and for that matter, it's not like she had ever had any motives to look at their father for.

Instead, she looked at her older brother. 

Only ever at her Andy.

Andrew had that same bored look on his face, nothing like how he was practically drooling that one time they watched ‘Hamlet’, or whatever theater play their school had held. 

Ashley knew Andrew didn't like it, Leyley knew Andy didn't even like her, but he was still here, with her, watching the bad movie he hated. 

Andy was still staying with his bad little sister.

And for Ashley, that fact was everything that truly mattered in the whole world, in her whole life.

She closed her eyes for a second, rejoicing on the knowledge that Andrew wasn't abandoning her, that Andrew couldn't abandon her, no matter what. 

He was stuck with his sister until the end of his days, they were gonna bury them together in the same coffin, underneath the same dirt and poison.

By the next beat, Ashley's second favorite blanket, (Her first favorite blanket was Andrew's sweater, after all) the one with the purple stars had also been thrown on top of her.

At some minute that Ashley hadn't been able to catch, the movie had ended, and, even more tragically, she had missed Andrew picking her up like when they were little, like she was his bride, once again.

Ashley only realized he must have done it because they were back in their room.

Ashley noted how Andrew had placed her in his bed, instead of her own, how he rested his head on top of the pillow she had bloodied up.

Andrew was still playing with her hair, muttering to her something about stitching her together a pink heart for her green bunny, a special birthday present. 

Ashley felt happy at the thought of it, somehow.

The next morning, or night, or evening, or maybe twenty minutes later, Andrew woke her up once more. 

Feeding her more soup that tasted like comfort, and medicines that tasted like acetone, his hands on top of her forehead, a worried expression on his face.

Andrew had to drag her to their shower, to splash warm water against her stomach and legs.

But Ashley still felt so cold the entire time.

Her eyes were too heavy, and too difficult, to keep open. 

Even when Ashley tried to speak, she could feel her voice becoming like a thin string, almost invisible. 

It was hard for her to fully process the things around her, when cold, and hot, and sick, out of her mind like that.



Chapter 4: It's a Matter of Taking and Giving
Summary:
Starvation (of nutrients, or otherwise,) side-effects

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
That night marked the beginning of: The Week Long Super Special Marathon Show !!! Andy and Leyley And ‘The Whole Week Leyley spent on a Fulgurous Fever-Induced Delirium’ With The Special Appearance of ‘Impromptu Cold Showers’ and ‘Vomiting on The Kitchen Sink’ !!!!!!!

 

*(No special Mom and Dad cameo though)

 

In the end, after a week of Andrew missing out on school, and robbing the same pharmacist old man, Ashley managed to get better.

Looking back on it, maybe grabbing at Andy, and forcing him into bed next to her just so she could coddle both, her green bunny, and her big brother simultaneously, hadn't been the brightest idea ever.

But, hey, she had been sick, Leyley needed her snuggles (And it’s not like Andrew put up much of a fight, anyway.)

Of course, Andrew had ended up sick that time, and when he did somehow, all of a sudden, there was enough money for medicines, and doctor check-ups. 

Somehow, there were multiple people with their house phone number calling to check-up on him (Even when Andrew didn't wanna answer.) 

Somehow, Julia wasn't such a shy, sheltered, scared little girl anymore, with the way she showed up, bandaged up yellow bunny plushy in hand, and a nice introductory smile, to her future mother-in-law. 

Ashley had felt insane and angry at the time. 

Insanely angry for weeks after as well.

But now, with just her and Andrew inside their tiny apartment, locked up together, alone, and starving, there was no anger left to be felt inside her body.  

Instead, there was only tenderness.

Ashley's heart felt like a bruise, that was being pressed on to the point of tears, each time she looked down at her brother. 

Andrew had given her most of their food at the beginning of the quarantine, Ashley had always known that Andrew had never really enjoyed eating, she had always been a little jealous of that, but now, Andy was feeling the very vivid consequences of that.

Ashley perpetually felt like she was always starving for something, whether food, or affection, didn't really matter. 

Andrew hadn't always been suffering from his lacking decisions in nutrition, but that had been back then, when the dinosaurs still walked the Earth, Ashley's mom was still picking up her calls, and the Wardens were still bringing them food.

Now things were different, now Leyley had Andrew on her bed, his nose had been bleeding, and a little later, her purple-starry sheets were stained with his blood, and the various crumpled-up bits of toilet paper polluted their floor. 

The stench of familiar blood permeated in the air. 

It all felt rather okay, when it was just the two of them. 

Even as Andrew doubled over in pain, his thinning, pale, and bruised arms, pressing tightly against his concave stomach.

He didn't use to bruise this easily, his adonis line didn't use to be so prominent, but well., that's just the lack of nutrients, and calories for you. 

Andrew's teeth were clenched together, his eyes deeply shut close, while he hissed underneath every breath, his knuckles turning red and pink, as he clutched the purple blanket underneath him. 

Ashley knew the hunger pains, and the heart palpitations, were unbearable, but that was okay, because she was here, and if Andrew could bear anything and everything for her, then so could she. 

It was important that she put her own effort into this relationship, she needed to show Andrew she was wife material too, so when eventually the quarantine ended, and eventually Julia gave up on him, he would already know he wouldn't be lacking on anything. 

Andrew wouldn't have to go around searching for what he hadn't lost.

Ashley reached down, kneeling beside the bed, like she was going to pray. 

She wrapped both of her arms around Andrew's waist, quietly spooning with him for a bit, feeling the bones of his back pressing against her chest bones.

She shushed Andrew, like when he was a child, and he would come to her, seeking for some respite and rest.

Ashley felt his heart beating, almost like there was no flesh separation between them.

Quietly, because after all, it was only the two of them left in that microscopic apartment of a world, Ashley whispered to Andrew “Don't die on me yet, Andy, my dear.” 

She kissed the top bone of his nape “I'm not gonna let you die on me so soon, no way you are getting rid of me that easily.”

Andrew barely squirmed under her touch, he felt paper-thin somehow, but Ashley couldn't show Andrew her worried expression.

Ashley had to be the strong sibling this time around. 

Just like Andrew had been the strong sibling for her, her whole childhood. 

She stood up, and hurried her steps to the kitchen. 

There wasn't really much Ashley could do, or many ingredients at all, but Ashley had left the better bit of her own rations in case they had an emergency like this.

Ashley quickly opened up the cans of tuna and corn, careful to not spill anything at all, then, together with the last portion of mayonnaise, she put together a small something thingy.

They had run out of salt crackers during the first week, but that was okay, Andrew was an awful picky eater, but Ashley was pretty sure he could eat it like this, if only to make the hunger pangs go away. 

Ashley grabbed a spoon, together with her little concoction, that deep down inside, she really hoped tasted half decent, and made her way back to Andrew. 

 

 

Ashley sat down by his side on the bed.

Ashley shook Andrew's shoulders gently, as gently as she could, either way.

“C'mon, Andrew you gotta eat” Andrew only grumbled, passing his right hand through his hair, was he sweating cold? Maybe, more nightmares, or the starvation “I made it with love, so eat up” Ashley continued. 

She helped him roll over. 

Ashley couldn't quite distinguish what she should be feeling, looking at her brother, eyebags so pronounced they looked like bruises, sharp cheekbones and jaw, with this starving look in his eyes.

Breathing in so deeply, Andrew's facial expression eternally pained. 

Ashley bit her lip.

“Say ahhh, here comes the airplane” Ashley served the tuna on her spoon. 

Andrew barely opened his mouth, he looked ready to pass out any moment now, but before that, Ashley needed to get him to eat something, anything at all.

Slowly Ashley fed Andrew, just like he had fed her, back then.

Ashley remembered all those years back then, Andrew sitting her down in front of the TV, her head on his lap, while he gently petted her head, watching her favorite scary movies, that he hated, with her. 

She wouldn't force him to put-up with that right now, even Ashley knew when it was an appropriate moment to play it nice. 

So instead, she fully sat down by Andrew's side on the bed, and then, carefully, repositioned Andrew. He only growled, turning his face to the other side, pressing the crown of his head against Ashley's tummy.

Leyley looked around them, she was getting another one of her characteristic bright ideas.

But first: Ashley made sure Andrew finished eating the small portion of food she had managed to prepare them. Once he did, Ashley was happy to say Andy looked more alive, and less, like a weird mix between skeleton, hot vampire, and zombie. 

And Andrew didn't even complain he didn't like her food this time, yay! Progress!

Ashley allowed him to rest a few minutes, gently petting his head, before speaking up again.

“Hey, Andy” She waited until Andrew's eyes, sorta, refocused closer to her “Wanna read one of your dork poetry books?”

Andrew sighed, his shoulders hunching like he was making a tremendous effort, breathing really shouldn't be such a tremendous effort.  

“No” Another pause “Too hungry.”

“I do know how to read, Andrew” Ashley answered, a mock offended tone in her voice “I! Will read it! For you!”

Ashley felt self-satisfied, when Andrew flashed her the most minuscule ghost-trace of a smile. 

“You are going to ruin it with your bimbo bitch voice.”

“Bimbo!?” Ashley answered “Bimbo your ex-girlfriends!” 

Ashley laughed as she heard Andrew gasping, letting out ragged breaths, a faint imitation of a laughter no doubt, but if that was everything Andy could give her at the moment, that was fine, she would take it, and devour it.

Eventually, Leyley would finish devouring everything Andrew ever had to offer.

“Now,” Ashley declared “Get ready because I'm gonna read-” She squinted, trying to read the title of the book, everything about Andrew interested her, but honestly, reading, or school as a general, had never been Ashley's strongest suit “-King Lear! Whatever that is!”

“Shakespeare’s ghost must be rolling on his grave” Andrew muttered, his voice barely audible, another almost invisible, thin string.

“Shut up! Let me read!” Ashley opened up the book “Wait, why ghost and not corpse?”

“I really doubt the guy’s corpse is still there 300 years later, Ashley, but what do I know?”

“Ah- Whatever. Just listen” Ashley opened it, but the formatting was strange looking to her. She decided to just continue reading either way.

After a while, Andrew finally spoke up again “...You have no clue what any of those words your mouth is saying mean, do you?”

“Shut up!” So, Ashley wasn't a nerd like him, so what “I'm being nice to you here!”

Andrew laughed at her embarrassed face, finally a noise louder than a whisper, Ashley supposed she could take the humiliation, if that's what it costed right now.

She could get back at him later, once Andrew was better, because he was going to get better. 

Ashley was going to make him better, no matter what.

“Did you already get lost?” Andrew asked her, that damned smirk on his face.

“No, you bitch, I'm getting my stage voice ready.”

“Since when do you have one of those, Ashley?”

“Since. Right now! Shut up and be amazed!” Ashley took a deep breath of air, and began reading the strange words that she didn't know the meanings of, or how to pronounce, as loudly and as dramatically as she possibly could. 

Ashley heard Andrew laugh, then peacefully sigh for a while. 

It was a good sign for her to preserve and keep going.  

Until eventually, Ashley started feeling Andrew like a heavyweight by her side, and for a second, she was afraid she was going to turn around to find her older brother’s corpse collapsing on her.

Leyley forced herself to look, one pause without breathing, Andrew's chest was still moving up and down, Ashley allowed herself to breathe too.

Ashley wondered if Andrew had ever known this kind of fear, or if he was simply looking forward to the day he would finally find his little sister dead in some ditch.

But for now, here Andy was, caving in next to her. Stuck with her. 

Leyley’s eyes grew tender, her smile ever-present in her lips, finally she seemed to relax.

Ashley had always liked talking to Andrew in his sleep. 

Ashley was pretty sure Andrew could hear her, no matter what, even while unconscious, so while tracing her fingers through his closed eyelids, and almost open lips, she said it out loud to him.

“I love you, Andy” She knocked her head against his “I only love you, Andrew.”

At the end, Ashley kissed his forehead, as he finally rested, cradling him right underneath her chin, safely sheltered against her chest, face hidden from the world on the crook of her neck, eyes closed against her clavicle, eyelashes tickling her.

Ashley loved Andrew like the best thing ever, like the only one ever. 

An eternity later, Ashley closed her own eyes, pretending to sleep, Andrew's presence on her like a cozy weighted blanket.

And well, two months later, the quarantine was over, but Ashley didn't exactly have to worry about anybody stealing her green bunny away from her any longer.